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flour better, and making about iw enty-cight pounda 
of superfine flour more to each barrel than was 
made by the old method. 

Iu the yeur 1766, Mr Evang petitioned the leg- 
islatore of Pennsylvania for the exclusive right to 




















> ' 
; } use his improvements in flour mills,and steam car- 
riages, in that state, and in the year following 
presented a sinilur petition to the legislature of ‘ 
S } } Maryland. In the forwer instance he was only 
successful so fur as to obtuin the privilege of the 
a mill improvements ; his representations coneerning | 
al steam caiviages were considered us savoring toe } 
; 
rH } much of insanity to deserve notice. Le was more 
y- peran ite int Maryland, for, although the steam 4 
m } Project was laughed at, yet one of his friends, a 
; } member, very judiciotely observed that the grvat 3 
“ } could injure no ore, for he did net think that any } 
; | mas mike world had thooght of sucha t he 
» } fore, he therefure wished the eneotragement micht 4 
“ } be affurded, as there was a pt tthot it would 
{ produce sotucil rusefol. ‘This ndofa nieeng 3 
t had its eflvet, and Evans received oll thathe asked | 
” { for, and fiom that period eousidered Lanse! d 
x { {in honor to the state of M ry!and to produce a } 
- ‘ } steans carriage, a8 sven 2s his mecuns would allew 
it | him. 
a i | In the year 1800 or 1801, Mr. Fivans never | 
| “| pealong EVANS was born in Newport, Dela- {of Delaware. About this period he entered inte } having found a y one willing to contribute to the 
w i ware, sometime in the year 1755 or 1756. | business with bis brothers, who were nalers, and ¢ exsense, or even to chest inh ¥ 
_ His parents were agriculturists of res} ectable stand. | wished to avail themeclves of his dalents eid tue ) determined to construct a siecm) cari se ul vis 
her } ing, who gave their son the advantages common Syenuity. Mere was au apprepriate Geld for the | own expcnse. ; 
= } to people in their station. At the age of fourteen display of a gentus like his, and ere long was come Iu consequence of this determination Mr. Evans ° 
} Evans was apprenticed to a wheelwright or wagon } neenced those series of improvements im the eons | commenced and wr derable » ssint 
| i maker. s'ruciion of tueechin ry widu 74) fonanees of mis coustrectou of a steatn carr e, Whe ft 
While yet an apprentice his attention was turned } which cilicted a complete revolution in the mianus | oecurted to tim, that as his steam e gine wasal. 
| to the subject of propelling land carriages without Sfacture of Hour, ‘These iniprovements consist of | together different. in form, as msm ‘ 
| animal power; but all the methods with which be} the invention pnd various appleetion ef the tule | from any ¢ rin use, a patent « ah 1 
was acquainted appearing too futile to deserve ao) lowing machwics, vz Pie elevator, the couvever, | for it, and then applied tou ’ © pt y 4 
experiment, he coneluded such motion to be a the hop pel ythe drif, and the cescender, whieh s than to carriages. The sieam ¢ i ‘ i- 
| possible for the want of a suitable orginal power. ) live ‘ esare yvarouely voplied ine ecvtinu’s } ingty Lid aside for a se " leisa od 
to When twenty-t tiivee or twenty-four years OF aye ( accordin to tl Coie elon, So as bo perio constraetion 1 Small ( ’ 
he was engaged in making ecard teeth by band, at) every tocessat ovement of the @ram and wical | w tha eylindsrsix inehos in ,» and \ 
so at that period the ouly met od known. Finding | bono poitor the mal to the other, or from one tof eighteen jae es stroke, for tv i 
this a tedious operation, he invented a niacl chine to another, (heough afl the various oper- | terof Paris. ‘I eX se of U8 const r fier 
. that would manufacture three Ciousand a tomate, licks, roi ihe dime the yreithas eniptlied from the } exceeded Mir. Ee i 1s cin 
! but wus defrauded of a great share of the Lenetis } wagoner’s bag, or from: the meosure on board the engine was finished he u um «€ t | ' 
ent | , derived trom tt. Shortly alter he prejec eda plan ry dintib at is Gor pl ly mantacturcd into th ur, ¢ Was worth, bie ied t! § 
‘all for pricking the leather mm curds, and at the sau es puroted, and re ay or paciing ¢ all of which wt at the ¥ ol forty-« it, \ ) vy to 
nb 5) time cutting, bending, and setting the teeth ys but. pe cd ty tine ce ot the water, without the © support, and that too w : » thet @ fag 
ub , (|. ’ he forti te re ii of the previous li. is sb intd jul jabor, exeept to set the different btia stead dis eredit would ‘ pnod j 
the > owing to the uinortinete resuil { previcd | y Tu , if 
o yertion, never curried it into exeeution, miiies im inoetion. The advantages derived } | prospects for the : f lile i i 
ly ) At the age of twenty-iive Mr. evans marti d a) itow these improvements are great ia alwostevery | gloomy. But Jortuue favored hin, and bis suce 


> duugiter of John Tuimlinson, a respectable farmer: respcet, not only causing a seeing of full eae half) was compicte. 4 
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? 
A few years nde queut to his marriage, Mr. ¥ 


Evaus removed to Philadelphia, where be finally 
established an iren foundry end steam factory. 
Liere he prepared his two werks for the press, viz : 
the Young Millwright’s and the 
Engineer's Guides, productions every way worthy 
ef their author. In 1810, 
Messrs. James Rush and David Mublenburg! 


, 


‘joined and soutianst in Lusiness with bim until 


the time of his decease which took plice from an 
inflammation of the lungs, April 2!st, 1819. ° 
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LIFE’S VALUE; 
A ‘TALE. 


— 


GS eo 


 soms perfumed 


jaged gardener and his fumily, whose 
Young Steam 


his two sons-in low, | 


, She hel 


BY GuO. W. M. REYNOLDs. 
ree ecerie of our little story opens in an apart. | 
ment iv an ancient castle ia Brittany. ‘The | 
young proprictor is about to quit the abode of bis 


forefathers, to pursue schemes of ambition at court 


or in the si 
wother, 


are mict together on this interesting cecasion. But 


‘Lhe family, consisting of the | 
and twe sisters, with the hero of | the piece, | | 


we will let the young gentleman relate what passed | 


ut the interview. 

The ngth came when I should depart, 
and Joseph, opeuing the door gently, iafornied us 
that the chuise de poste was ready. 


time at le 


‘Jus an- 
nouncement was startling to my tiwther und sis- 
ters, who, in an agony of feching, threw their arms 
around we, 

“Tt is not yet too late,” t! 
teers; 


hey exclaime i, Ww ith 
not leave us!” 

66 My mother.” 
years of age, aud the i: 
must ¢ 


cearcst I replied, “at twenty 
theritor of a noble naine, | 


ike myself hnown in my native land; I 
must opcu a path to fame, cither iu the anny or ut 
court.” 

* Aud 


mother 


when are said 


.* what will become of me?” 


you gone,” 


Iny poor 


” You will iit al, with pride aud pleas ure, of Vou! 
son's success.’ 
6‘ And should I hear of his 


* Well, of what 


death in battle 


99 
, te life: ‘ 9 ! ! 
use 1s life at my age,” LT reptied, 


*“butto gain honor and glory Lhink rather of 
the time when ] shall return a marshallof France 2" 
% And then ——” suid my mother. 


“Then L will aarry my cousin Uenrietta, we 
eha!l find noble husbands for my siste: 
will all 


We 


23 and 


peace end happiaicse 


live together tn 
these ancicut halls of my 


- 
. A 
And 


uncestors, 


Vv his hot commence this life of hap, iness 


* Where is 
Comain ta Brittany than 
au nobler 


frou; this mouent 2” 
there a f. 


suid my mother. 
ier or wider 


Wie 
In the nic 


yours ? cluluis 
vince? 


hame im the 

stool yeu fuithiulvassuls, ar 
Hei ir 1 svead sal ? 

* 4 s u ae 4 

you wet euteintly Lovored end belovec j 


us not, Hy son—lcave not your friends, vour sis- 


linwy 
ste, lu the pursuii of 
vain glory, or to shorten by sorrow end Cireppant 


ters, your aged mether, Whow vou hevil 


pain Lchold. Go net to « 


ments, those youthiul days that pass rO rapidly. 
Life is &@ ticusure, ney ucluved Vernurd ; and 


Where can you enjoy itimere than undar the lovely 


eky of Pritt thy “Sia 


Asetwyu ther spel , the hee lou Wincow, 
and pouted out the n bie uvehine of the ancient 
park, where the rlutcly chestnuts ware aiingle 


** renounce this intended yourney. Cl! co ' 


‘images seemed to vanish 


weeer rer ners 


RURAL REPOSITOR Y 


mene eremeere sn 


vith Titacs tad divthices, ends fidgrant bios. | 


the wir. Before the coor stoed the 


saddened 


looks seemed to say: © Desert ts not, my noble 


master—-Ccscrt not those you are scut to pretect !” | 


Hortensia, my clcest sister, twined ber arms round 
my peck; while Avclia the youngest, taking up a 
vul@ic of La Fontaine, pointed to en engraving, 
und, with sobs, placed the book in my bands. It 
was the fable ef the Two Pigeons.” — | started 
fom ther cubraces, 


up, and extricating myself 


ayain exclaimed : 
* T must win honor an 


Y ' 
me go! 


glory ! 
o the court-yard. 
As il was cbout to step into the curriage, a 


ket me go! let 
wand L rushed int 


. scure 


feniale figure appeared at tie hall-door--it was my 


cousin Henrietta. he wept not, spoke not, but, 
us aren appeared sinking into the earth. 
a hankerchief in her hand, with whic 
she wave “d mea last farewel!, and 
loss. ] rush d to hy r 


itteicd the t 


nderest vows of love and cons 


tancy. 
But when I saw the color revisit bh 


er chock, 
w her tothe anxious carc of my mother and sicters, 
I hastened back to the earr! ive 


Oi 


uld not hi avi 


withouteven turn- 
look more at H 


ft her. 


biige thy head. 
felt I co 


aiter ti 


enrictta, and | 
Ina few minutes 
1 . ) = ' 

1Gc00 Ue port Wus ruil 


roud to Sedan. 


iy mec on the high 


For some time my thoughts were entirely fill 


my Cour mother, and all the happiness I 


leaving. But as the ane 


ieut turrets of Roche Ber- 


receded frum ty view, 


these sadd 


le, ‘ ’ 
HaBsOy, DG 


were succ 


the Lribant visions of glory wod a:mcb:tion. 


1 ’ 
in the rumbling vehicle! Riches, honors, divni. 
ties—nothing did IT refuse myself, as the just 
wereld n P ’ } 
rewerd Cue to tay inerit, and the scale ascending 


us I adyanced on my journey ; 
governor ¢ la previne 


H 
the time I reac! 


I was a cuke, 


e, und marshall of France, by 


ingat which f wus to repose 


‘c of my servant, however, 
* ‘ ; 
essing me siinply as Monsieur le Chevalier, 


forced ine un ihugls iv al dicule iny uew ly -crcauted 


cienity. 
‘The next day, and for several succeeding enes, 


tL inculsed in the same intoxicating dre 


pe length. | was 


ulus, U.N 
journey being of sor 


§ repamrhig tl 
Sod an, the residence of the Duke of C——— at 


’ , . ad 
old and tied tricac 


lor oi) thie 


wi ini father's, and the prowcc- 
f.uiily. Le 


’ 
| ulib, au 


Lad prowii-ed to take me to 


juiroduce tne to the ear at Vereailles. 


li ‘ hoped ulso to ouluin lor tin 


“a cu } My ma 
sevisnent of dragoous, by the iflucnee of his sister, 
the Marchioness of F—, a young ané beautiful 


ley ublle oom ' 
woman, Whom pulse Opimion pomted out us the 


Pouy 
an bour that I coul 


r ! ‘ 1 ' 
net thiakol preseniing miyseli at the ducal 


' 1 out 19.1 ' 
probable successor of Madanie cc rdour. 


1 reached. Sedan at so lat 


cha- 


tevu, ond Liarclore diistalled taysell for tie wight at 


P , 
the Arms de LP rance, the 


best inn the town 
forded, and the rendezvous of all the officers of 
the garmison. Sedan wes then a fortiicd town: 


the very etrects hi du wurdlh 


pearance, ula tit 


erases % biattal ft, tiwt eccund tu suy to a 
stranger: * We are compatriots of the creat ‘Tu. 
Te rian ] = pee ntau lal e-d'} it, tial Tow Ulie 
oppertut cf inguuing my way to the chatewu 
Where Linteaced gomg ms the 


iorhing 


then fell sense- | 


Tr, rateed her in my aris, and 


leav. | 


te ” 


Any one will point it out to you, 
answer; 


wus the 
* itis well known to the whole country, 
In that chateau expired one of our most celebrated 
wen and bravest of warriors, Marechal Fabert 
And hereupon, us was natural amongst so many 
military Lorees, the conversation fell upon the ca- 
reer of the taarshal. "Phey spoke of bis many gul- 
lant exploits, and of Lis singular modesty, which 
had made him refuse the titles of nobility and the 
him by Louis XLV. 


upon the cxtr 


ribbons of several orders, oftcred 


Above all, they expiated aordinary 


good fortune which had enabled him, without the 
aid ef family interest—he b 


cing the son of un ob- 


printer—to raise himscl! from a common sol- 


dicr to the rank himself from a common soldier to 


the rank of Marechalo! France. It had appeared 
su cxtraurdinary and unpreecdented an clevation 
that, even during the hfe of Pabert, popular rumor 
had not been backward in attributing it to super- 
natural causes. It was currently reported that he 


dealt in magic, and it was even affirmed that he 


had made act wilh Sutan, 


tu tie 


a cu rip 


Our landlord, who, ignorance of a native 


of Champagne, added to the eredulity of a peasant 


' before Fubcrt expwed, 


of right appertained to Lim, he | 


on to 


tine, 
} 


dening + 


eded | 


ture before me, as I leaned back | 


tuke 


i 


t 
} 


iat pentiy 


of Britt any edus that a few 
black 
chateau, had entered the chamber 


d «ff the 


» Lrave ly 


@ssu 


ninu'es 
nan, Unsnown to 
uny One isthe 
and carris tnarshbal’s soul, which indeed 
avin 
Mine 
it period to the present 
of Pal 
is seen at midnight 


his hand. 


citul culivened our 


purchased it 
long before Fabcrt « X; ted. 


state, that 


host also went 
frou 
Upow cach anniversary 


veort’s death, a 


black » bearing a lighted 


toreh in 


than Ws 


desert, and we quaf- 


fed scveral bumps rs of champagne to the famnuhar 


cemon of the @eceused marshal, hoping be might 
us also under 


lis protection, and 


batt 


give us 


and 


simular tria.nphis to the Collhoure 
‘Lhe next morning, at en early hour, I repaired 
to t! Duke of C. 


hmiense Gothic pile, which would not, perhaps, 


ic chateau of the It was an 





wt another tine, huve made much i Npression up- 


en me: but! must confess that ] now gazed 9 


it With wa singular fecling of intere 3s 1 callec 


tuiad the landiord’s story. 


The domestic who ushered me in, tld me his 


ister was not yet visible. I] gave my name, and 


was Kft alone in av ancient hall, adorned with the 
trophies of the chase, aud huny round with family 
portraits. 


I wuited a considerable tic, but no 


one appeared. 


* Js 


. : ane 
by the ante-chamber ? 


this brilliant career of glory to commence 


exchained |, beginning to 


conceive the hapationce of @ ciscontented place- 


Lanter. bE Lad gone three tines the round of the 


grit portraits, and bh secuously counted all ithe 


beams ja the lofty eciling, when DL heard @ shytt 


noise in the walnecot, and 


found at proceded fiom 


a hel! closed door, moved by the wind. 1 pushed 


open, end saw a small room, tastefully 


fasts hed 
lvto @ bia 


yaud fiom which w glass door opened 


yuificent purk. IT acdvaneed, in order to 


enjoy the view fiom: the window, when unother 


object tet tiy saht. Stretched oa a sofa whose 
buck was tured to the coor by which | entered, 
wus aw ian, wie, het observ hastily 


, 


Y be, Ferme 
tu the i 


wus by 


window. | then perecived that 


lis lace thed wi tears, eod that ccspair was 


, ' _ 
mathed in every feature. Die icmuined tor a we- 
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ee ee ee ner mrree 


motionless, his face buried in his hands; 
then with rapid steps began to pace the apartment. | 
As secon #3 his eye fell upon me, he stopped and | 
shuddered, while [ distressed at my intrasion, mut- 


tered some few words of apology, and was about | 


to withdraw. 
he | 


my arin with 


Who are you ? What brings you here ?” 


exclaimed, ina load veice, seizing 
violence. 

“fam the Chevalicr de Bernard; and I come 
———. 

* | know—I know,” he suid, hastily, and, tak. 
ing my hand warmly, he made me sit down by 
him, and inquired with much interest about my 
family ; spoke of my father, whom he appeared to 
have known so well, that L could not doubt ny 
being in the presence of t!e mastcr of the chateau. 

“ Youare M. de C 2” eaid [. 


Hie arose, and said in an agitated tone: 





* LT was once, but [ win nothing—nothing, 
now! Hush! do not speak ; do not ask me any 
questions !” 

* Permit me, at least,” [ ventured to say, ** to 
assure you, that if the most devoted fiiend-nip ean 
in any way lighten the affliction of which [ have 
been an involuntery witness—” 

* You are right,’ 


yeu cannot change my doom, yet you mey rece ive 


he replied abruptly 3 “ thoagh 


my lust wishes, that is the only service > you can 
render me.” 

Ile closed the door carefully, and returned to 
his seut by my side, where I waited in trembling 
anxicty for the result. There was something aw- 
fully solemn in the tone of his voice, and an expres- 
sion in Lis countenanee I had not observed before. 
His face was deadly pale, whilst lightning seemed 
to flash from his large datk eyes, and his features, 
worn by suffiring, were frequently convulsed by a 
demoniac smile. 

“What Lam about to relate to you, 


‘ 


* he said at 


length in a hollow voice, * will confound your rea. 


son. You will doubt—you will perheps utterly 
disbelieve. Even Ll almost doubt at times—stll 
at least I wish to do so; but the proof—the fatal 
proof—is too strong. Alas! are there not in all 
that surronds us, iat our very organiaation itsell, 
mysteries whose existence we are compe!ied to 
acknowledge, without any power of comps aend- 
ing them ?”’ 

ile paused fora moment, as if to collect his 


ideas, pressed lis hands to lis brow, and contin- 
ued : 

In this castle I first drew breath 3 and being 
a younger son, upon the elder born were 
to devi lve all the honors of our house, while J had 
nothing to look forward to but the cloak and band 


ofan abbe. With a heart barning with ambition, 


er mer mo ane 


i U RAL 


PARLE PAPO LOL OEP MO PARP ODO 


R EPOSTTORY. 


artis 


one rernembered his conin 


before my birth, i was so old, 
x3 and it had been said 
he was present at the death of the Marechal Fa- 
tn rts” 

Here an involuntary start of surprise, which I 
could 


** Go on,” 


not repress, made my »companioa > 
I seid; “ "tis nothing ” But notWith- 
IT thought of the 


the old land 
** One day,” 


standing, black nian deserived 


by lor l. 

continued Monsieur de C—, “ I 
give way, before Yago (for so the o! | negro was 
called.) to the paroxysm of despair, at the shame- 
ful obscurity ia which [T dragged on my days. 


* [ would give ten years of my life,” I exclaimed, 


_* to become a celebrated author.” 


of ceurse 


| find me 


“Ten years!” said Yago, coldly. “It is 
paying dear for such a trifle! [Lowever, [ accept 
your offer. The ten years are mine—yoa will 


true to the word.” 

I will not attempt to depict my astonishment 
at this speech. However, after a moment's re- 
flection, L naturally concluded that age bad en. 
feebled his intellects 5 and, with a smile of p.ty I 


left the 


PPO LOL DELLE ODA LPL DOO PED L DOLL OLE OOO OO AL 


LLL LLL OD LOO IO LL LO 


that no | 


| in the world, I purchased by five more years of my 


' forest custles—all were mine. 


a a aa 4 
Aamir 
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4 
I was soon wearied with 
the vain incense of tuilitary fame, and perceiving 


and mournful tone. 


there was but one thing real and substantial in 


existence, the riches I coveted. Yes, young, it 
I saw my wealth in- 


Lands, 
oo 


is true though ineredible. 
crease beyond my most sanguine desire. 


Even this morning 


, [thought myself——You wil! soon be convinced 


of the trat!—oh, how soon !” 


Ile 


ipproached the clock on the chimney-piece, 


and looked at it with a terrified gaze, then contin- 
! ued rapidly. . 


‘This morning, on awaking at daybreak, T 


felt a degree of ex'iaustioa throughout my whole 


‘om, and, in a few daysafter, the chateau. | 


Latrived in Paris, and soon foand myself ia the : 


most distinguished literary socicty of tha inetropo- 


lis. Encouraged by theie approval, [ pub‘ished 
several works, My success exceeded my most | 
fluttering dreams. The journals of Paris, of | 


: 
France, and even foreign nations, rang with my | 
| They became my prope ty, and will be added to 


Yoursc If, 
acknowledged the power of my genius.” 

“*¢ How?’ L exclaimed, with astonishment, 
Yon are not, then the Duke C— ?” 

ee No, ° 

“* What favoured son of genius, tl 


name. even yesterday, young man, 


he excliimed coldly. 


ren, stands 


frame that alarmed me. [ rang the bell, and 
Yayo answered the summons. 

*“* What isthe matter?” [exclaimed. ‘Iam 
faint !” 

It is the course of nature!” he answered 

cal uly. * Master, the hour approaches—it is come! 

“* What hour?” [ cried in surprise. 

*** Do you not divine it?” said Yago. Heaven 


allotied as your portion sixty years of existence. 
You had.lived thirty of them when I first became 
your slave.’ 


ON OP ON 


Se ee 


*** Yuyo,’ Lexclaimed, ‘ you are jesting with 
me.’ 

‘***No master—no. In five years of life you 
have expended twenty-five to purchase glory. 


, the term of my existence.” 


before me?’ said I—*Marmontcl—D’Aleimbert 
Voltaire ” 
The unkrown with a smile of contempt, con | 


tinued his recital. 
“The literary fame I enjoyed, unboanded 
was, could not satisfy a soul lixe mine. | longed 


for nobler triumphs, and could not help exclaiming 


. ; 
as it 


to Yugo, who had followed me to Paris, ‘On, 
there is no real glory bat that which Is gained on 
the battle field. Whatis a prilosopher—a poet? 


Nothing ! Speak to nre of a hero! What ure the 


poet's lays, compared to the laurel 
‘yr 
I'o 
give ten more years of my life.” 
said Yago; 
also. Do not torget.” 


this of the 


conqueror ? purchase those [ would willingly 


“<¢] agree tothe barguin,” ” they 
, are i 
At 


paused, for he 


Mae 
part narrative the 
observed the aetonishment expressed 
m my countenance, 
I teld you 


You ti 


> he said, “ you wonld not believe. 


! . . ] ; > >. 
nk it a dream, as [, alas! did onee. But 


and a head filled with dreams of glory, the pros- | the honors | wen—the triuinphs [ geined—squa- 
pect of this obscure lot mace me wretched, and [ | drons led to meet the fire of the en ny —fortress 
resolved, by some meuns or other, to raise myself) carried by skill—staudards se zed by my bravi y— 
above it. Life was distasteful to me; | lived | victories that were echoed through the world— 
but in the future—and what a gloomy future ap- ; these were not dreams—-no3 that glory was real, 
peared to my aching sight! and that glory was min ig 
“ f thus attaimed my thirtieth year, and Twas} Ue paced the reom with rapid strides, and his 
still nothing —nothing | while f daily heard of eo- cheeks flushed with the vehemenuce of his enthu. 
lossal reputations, whose fame rea hed even this! s » While I ttered to iny j 
remote province, ae | will try the caurcer of letters,” Wi hen, isthis renowned warrior? Coieny? 
L exclaimed. “ Let me win tame in uny Way— Ric eu? perhaps Saxe Marechal ti i 
for fame vlone is happiness.” t i’) ver of enthusiasm passed away, and 
‘ ‘The only confidant of ny unhappiness was. unknown sank again into desponden 
au aged negro, who had been in the chateau even +Vu spoke truly,” he contiaued, ma a low 


Ss Puy, WHY F, 





wreaths ofa 


“*'That, then,” 
for your services ?” 
** Others have paid dearer,’ he answered 
* for Fabert, whom I served 


I cried, * was the price I paid 


coldly ; instance, 
also.’ 


‘Tis false ! 
“ ¢ You will find jt true, my master, 


‘tis false!’ [ eried vehemently. 
” suid the 
black ; * you have but half an hour to live !’ 
6 OL, 


“ ¢ Calculate yourself,’ 


say not so—you are deceiving me?” 


he continued 3 thirty- 
lived, and 
syiare. lt is 


but jus- 


five years that you have actually 


lost. The account is 


now 5 eve ry one 


twenty-five 


my tura their own is 


tice.” 
ile turned to go, but, finding myself gradually 
sinking, [ exclaimed in despair: 


*« Oh, Yago, Yago, give me but a few hours 


+ more!’ 


unknown | 


«* They would be deducted from mine,’ said 
he; ‘and I know the value of life better than 
you did. What treasure is equal to two hours ex- 
istence ?’ 

“ A dark cloud was before my eyes, and the 
chill of death was in my veins ; With a last effort 
I gasped out: 

‘Lake back the wealth for which I paid so 
but and [ 


castles, lands, iny gold—all —all?” 


dear: give me fuur hours more of life, 


my 
*** You have been a 
‘I wish 
courage revive, and ventured to say: 

ho 


resign. my 


kind master,’ said he after 


a pause. to do something in gratitude.” 


“1 felt 


irs are aluost nothing. Yago, 


Yago, grant some more ia addition, and I 


literary fume that pliced my uaine so 


high in the world!’ d 
«* Hour hours of life for sucha bagatelle as (| 


that!” said the negro withd 


5 disdain; * but for your } 
ot reluse your last requ st’ 4 


ry not my last? said L embuld 
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‘Give me twelve hours com- 
piete—one more day—and let the fame of my bat- 
tles and victories be for ever 


Tueced from the 


memury ofmankind. One day, Yago—one day— 
and Tam willing to resign all else ! 

** Youabuse my good nature,’ he said; * but 
L will not refuse. I give till sunset ! Farewell! 
With the lust beam of € 1y Leome to feteh you 

** Blo then leit we,” continued the unknown in 
the accents of d <pair: end this is the last day I 
have io remain on earth!” 

Lerushed to the window, and pointed to the park. 

 } shall 


that verdant lawn, that silvery stream, nor ever 


pever aguiu behold that lovely sky, 


again breathe the balwy air of spring ! fool that 
Twas! The blessings that God hkavishes upen all 
were mine also, and T might have enjoyed them 
fur tweuty-five years loncer; but in a Jew hours 
T musi lose them forever! I have squandered 
my life for a vain chimera—sterile fame, that has 
perished even before myself! Look!” he eried, 
P inting toa group of peasants, who, on their re. 
turn to labor, filled the air with their joyous songs. 
* What would I not give to share their bors and 
poverty ! Bat l have nothing now to hope for, not 


1 poverty !” 


even babor 
A bright seabesi at this moment fell upon his 
pale and distorted feetures 3 he grasped my arm 


convelsively, ar d exchiimed: 





| 
| 
| 
: 
| 


“ Look ! look at that glorious sun! and I must | 


leave it forever! Ah, let me noi 


of the precious day, to which for me, alus! there 


will be no to morrow !’ 


Thus saying he rushed into the park, and dis. 


uppeare d aimonsst the foliage of the shady alley. 


wow 
I threw myself aud 


Was it 


upon the sofa, bewildered 


distressed by all I had heard und seen. 


lose a moment | 


indeed a reality, or was I] under the influence of | 


some frantic dream? The door was opened by a | 
| prized is certain although the cause is not se obvi. 


servant, who announced the Duke of C—— 

A noble looking personage, of about sixty years 
of age, eutered, and cordially taking my hand, 
apologised for hiving detained me so long. Le 
had becn compelled, be said, to attend # consul- 
tation of faculty upon the state of his unfortunate 
brother. 

* [leis not in danger, I trust?” said I. 

cr] No,” 
diseuse is a mental one. 


replied the duke, mournfully; “ the 
From his youth he suf- 
fered the most extravagent ideas of glory and 
umbition to tuke possession of bis mind, tll his 
frame, weakened by such violent emotions, was 
attacked by a fever in which his life was despaired 
of, 
A ivet gone forever. ‘The uuhappy illusion unger 
which he labors is, that he has but one day more 
to live.” 

All was expluined. 

“ Now, my young friend, let us speak of your 
future prospects. ‘Towards the end of the month 
I ehall be able to accompany you to court.” 

© 1 am fully sensible of your kindness, my lord,” 
I replied, “ but L have given up ull ideas of profit- 
ing by your generous offer,” 

* tlow is this?” exclaimed the duke, in un- 
feigned eurprise ? “ give up the ady antuges that 
are wlmost within your reach ?” 

“ I resign them all, my lord.” 

*“ Young man, you know not what you do. 


) Good heavens! such a briliient cureer open before 





you! Inten years 
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** Which would be ten years of my life lost,” 
said I], with a smile. 

* Lost ! Would it not be cheaply boying glory, 
fortune and honors? Come, come, you do but jest— 
you will go with me to Versailles ? 

‘>. my lord,’ eI replied in a respectful and 
fir ne; “IT will return to Brittany, where I 
will ever retain a grateful sense of your lordship’s 
goodness and condescension.” 

“ This is madness—downright madness!” mut- 
tered the duke, in w disappointed and angry tone. 


** [feel it is sound reason,” whispered 1; and 
I thought of all I had heard and seen go lately. 

The next morning 1 was on the road. Oh, with 
what inexpresstble delight 1 beheld again that 
sweet sky of Brittany, the trees of my park & the 
the turrets of my castle ! There J found my beloved 
mother, my sweet sisters, my faithful vassals ; and 
there I found true happiness, which I have never 
since quitted. Eight days afterwards I was the 
husband of my beloved Henrietta. 
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THE COUNTRY, 


BY J. D. COLE, 


‘OW many are glad to turn from the sickly 
H sentimentalities and tnsclled deceptions of an 
artificial state of suciety, and breathe in the pure 
air of the Country, its wholesome and refreshing 
breezes, and obtain an exemption from the carcs 
and troubles which ehequer the chart of human 
existence ! 
rehef and relaxation its presence eflords. 

‘The country should alse be prized by those who 
live in it; but like many other blessings, its value 
is not felt until it ie lost. ‘That it is not properly 
ous. 

Many sigh after the happiness of a town or city 
life. 
with the coined images of their faney, stamped 
Be 


sutished with your lot, you pursue but a phantom 


It is to them a modern Arcadia, peopled 
Believe it not! 


with the impress of fortune. 


which may allure you beyond hope. How many 





How can I love to sce thee shine 

So bright whom I have bought so dear? 
The tent ropes flapping lone I hear, 

For twilight converse atm in arm ; 
The jackal’s shrick bursts on my ear, 

When mirth and music wont to charm. 


For thee, for thee, vile yellow slave ! 
I left a heart that loved me trae ; 
I crossed the tedious ocean wave, 
‘Tv roam in climes unknown and new. 
The cold wind of the stranger blew 
Chill on my withered heart; the grave 
Dark and untimely met my view ; 
And all for thee, vile yellow slave ! 


Ha! comest thou now so late to mock 
A wandcrer's banished heart forlorn, 
Now that his frame the lightning shock 
Of sun-rays tipt with death, has borne 7 
From love, from friendship, country, torn, 
To memory's fond regrets the prey, 
Vile slave! thy yellow drops I scorn, 
Go mix thee with thy kindred clay !” * 
What a crowd of bitter recollections here burst 
on the heart of the writer! 
How efficient should such a warning be to ad- 
monish as that wealth obtained at the expense of 
health, comfort and all that we hold dear, brings 


, a curse wlich will ever cleave to its vossessor. 


Who is there that does not enjoy the } 


And is it for the possession of these fec lings that 
man wiil leave the boncrable pursuit of husbandry, 
and corrupt every gencrous emotion of his beart in 
his passion for Gold ? 


Enjoy the health which God has given you, and 


} till the ground, the true way to obtain happiness 


a fortune made iv the country by the hard earned | 


| Jubor of the thrifty father, has been spent, alos too 


| quickly ! 


by the prodigal son in the eity er town. 


The city has its alluring temptations which to the | 


| uninitiated and inexperienced youth, present the 


{ combined and seductive influcnce of novelty and 


. ° ! 
He recovered, however ; but his reason jis, 


' Foolisi: infatuation! 


pleasure. ‘They see the golden fruit hanging with. 


in their grasp—they pluck it—alas ! it dissolves in 
their clutch and leaves nothing but a residue of 


bitter ashes. 


And we hear also of farmers, with thrifty farms, | 


men of family, that talk of going to dig gold !— 
Are you not digging gold 
enough in ap henest laudable pursuit ordained by 


God, and savetioned by the scarchings and prac. 


‘ tice of the wisest men, that you must leave home 


} and friends, and expose yoursclves to all the dan- 


i ke, it was severed and brushed away! 


gers of the journey und its numerous attendant | 


evils of sickness, disease and death, 


A pocm was published in the Kuickerboeker two 


or three years ago, which illustrates the eflict of | 


gold manias. A few verses of it follow. 
** Slave of the dark and dirty mine! 


What vanity has brought thee bere? 





were nee nee 


and wealth ; and you will then have in the autumn 
of your life, the proud satisfaction (when you 
behold the work of your hands,) ef a calin and con- 
tented mind, which will throw a bright halo over 
the remnant of your days, and draw forth respect 
and veneration from all who know you. 
* ‘The writer of this, John Leyden, died in India, 
——o#Et @ CR to 
For the Rural Repository. 
SYLVAN PENCILINGS. 
BY PETER 
Number 
TUAT is human life ? 


und disrerard not iy query, ye youth ! 


SYLVAN, 
Four. 
\ Answer me, ve aged 
inen! 
‘Thou man with the whitened huirs, say, What 
is life ? 
* Life, life ? whose? ours? mine own 7” 
Yes, venerable mortal, thine ! 
A 


before the mental cye—a prolonged vision of the 


“ of 


dream objects momentarily passing 
prevent, the past, the foture—an insight into the 
uystenes of eternity. Once J was you i. 


flouted in 


Hap- 


piness unmingled the alr above and 


wround me. LT stood on tip-toe, eager to grasp the 
desired blessing. Alas! |] had but touched with 
wy youthful hand the frail thing, when gossamer. 
! Iu vain 
into ethereal space I gazcd, hoping to eatch another 
glimpse at that m the seching of which | had oceu- 

Ith Then 
Tin agived thataf I had 

darling obj ct, | might 


have secured a century of its thircads to be woven 


pi d years of tor! unresmitted dvone! 
I blamed my rashness. 


inore gently handled the 


into # texture which nothing of earth would be able 


to annililate. Nay! better as it was. Of what 
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ase shall a web of gossamer be to one whose heurt 


is throbbing fur wings to svar into the estar-realin. 


‘ 


| 
| 


Imagination divined my wish, and she offered me | 


. 


the loan of her splendid gold-tipt pinions. I ac- 
cepted. 1 made a desperate effort to rise from the 
ground. I could not. J could not. Impatiently | 


] gazed upward towards the azure coneave. I | 


descried an orb of the first magnitude glittering, 
yea, burning with undiiminishable lustre in the ze- 
nith far away. More, 


of cherubic proportions, reaching out his hand to | 


receive me. 
my native sphere. 


Thereupon, again I essayed to leave 
Ah! then it was that I cried— 


Young man, young woman,—whoever thou art, 
it is to the future,—not of this world but of the 
spiritual, the intellectua!,—that thou must refer for 
enduring reality, the reality which begins with 
mora! fruition, and is consummated in the blessed- 
ness of mental perfection. 

Then may we all, standing in the presen 


| GOD, view human life, nol as a dream, but, as an 


I thought L beheld a form | 


Vanity of vanities ! all is vanilyand vexation of | 


spirit. 
and ina tone of rebuke uttered these words—Mor- 
tal, child of to-day! thinkest thou that, laden with 
eo fearful a load of sensuality and selfishness, 
heaven’s pure ether will ever bear thee up? vain, 
worthless thought! Cast from thee thy burthen, 
She 
But I could not fulfil her bidding. 


so thou wilt perceive the beauty of freedom. 
said no more. 
How could 1? 
I was relieved of my treasure, my incubus! Once 
more my lips parted, and fuintly my tongue 
vibrated—Aid me with thy strength, oh thou, my 


patron ! She lent anear to my entreaty. She left 


Imagination, my ruling genius, heard me, | 


Tell me, Moralist, by what means | 


ever-present realily.” 
Hudson, September, 1851. 
— DO Gato —— 
THE FATE OF GENIUS. 
BY GEO. 8. L. #TARKS. 
| pens is Genius 7? has been asked a thousand 
times, and the question has been answered in 
almost as many different ways, until it seems ut- 
terly impossible to arrive ata satisfactory deserip- 
tion of the various qualifications necessary to 
make up this glorious whole. But, be it what it 


| may, it appears destined always to be in advance 
of the aye in which it lives,—obliged to await | 


{ ‘ . . . 
| the decisions of posterity as tu merits or demerits, 


} 


me ; yet, coon she retarned with Hercules close at } 


hand, him who fought in the heavens. 
little finger he took sudden hold on my burthen: it 
vanished ; and I too had been drawn into oblivion, 
had not Aspiration heid me back. 
thought I was borne to the desired region. What 
did I behold ? Ah no. He, my 


bean ideal, with his enticing comrades, had sought 


Quick as 
my cherub? 
his original element—mist. Amazement seized 
me. ‘Then I called aloud to Wispom, her whose 
teachings I had hitherto rcfused to re gard. 


With his 


as to the useful or useless character of its discuy- 


eries and productions. At least, such is the ex- 


{ bed, and asked him if he had ** N 


—~— 











A ON en 


last request to make ?” 

“Yes !” exclaimed the noble old man, trae to 
the ylorious conception of his existence, as the 
tide of life rallied-hotly through his veins once 
more, ** Yes! Bury me om the banks of the beau- 
tiful Ohio, that hereafter the song of the boatman 
may enliven the stilluess of ny resting place, and 
the musicof the steam-engine be the requiem 
breathed over my grave !” 

Ab!” said they turning away, “ he's a maniac 
still!” That was less than sixty years ago. 

Such has been, such 7s and, it isto be feared, 


will always be the fate of the mighty discoverers 


who from time to time spring up in our world to 
‘ 


perience of the past, and that being the “ one | 


lamp” to directour observation, it offers us no more 


favorable augury of the course of ** generations , 


yet unborn.” 
Look, for example, at the treatment of old Friar 


Bacon by the people of England. ~He was him- 


| eelfaccused of practising magic, and during ten 


years shut up in prison. His very writings were 
condemned ; and all, for what? Why simply be. 
cause he knew more than did his contemporaries. 
Because his head was filled with ideas so great 


that no one then living could comprehend them ! 


| And little better was the fate of the Second Bacon, 


She | 


came ; and, taking my arm, conducted me, not to 


Utopian bowers as 1 expected, but to the humble 
The delusion was no more. 
I looked around, and, for the first time, saw al! 
She whom I hud taken to be 
Imagination wus nothing better than an indolent 


valley of my birth. 
things as they were. 
sprite sometimes termed Fancy. Although my 
burthen was real, yet it was in my vision only, not 
in truth, that I found relicf from its oppressive 
weight ; for when I awoke from my false dream, 
I experienced the terrible sensation in a redoubled 
degree, insomuch that I iclt an almost insupporta- 
ble combination of agonies at work effecting my 
utter destruction. But my Cclestial adviser saved 
me. She waved her hand over my head and real 
joy again became my own. She whispered swect 
led me 
to the rock whence continually gush the pellucid 


words in my ear, and IT was happy. She 
springs of knowledge, whose waters ecase not to 
lend their vivifying influence to the dells of the 
mind, She presented me to that venerable trio, 
Reason, Conscience, and the true Imagination. 
At last, my guide departed to be absent for a 
time. But previously, she set my feet in the ways 
of pleasantness and amongst the paths of peace. 
Presently 1 discovered that whatever else might be 
‘vanity,’ life could not be #uch, cepecially in an 
intellectual and a moral sense. Yet, though an 
indisputable reali/y leaves its impress on every 
hour which passes, know ye, that to him whose 
sun is about to set, the mourning and the noon must 


the half wakeful, 


half 


, whose 


whose Novum Organon King James pronounced 
to be ‘ like the peace of God, which passes all un- 
derstanding !’ ‘The history of the many yeurs of 
disuppointment which Columbus endured, is fami- 
liar to every School-boy. Copernicus, Galileo, 
Kepler and a host of others may be placed in the 
same category. 

Let no one be vain enough to imagine that 
America, young as she is, has kept clear of the 
Old 
History in- 


fault with which her sister nations in the 


World bave been so much troubled. 
forms us that a man, bearing the plain, republican 
name of Joun Fircu, was in existence some time 


during the last century ; that he dwelt in the 
great state of New-York. And it goes on to say 
that people then-a-days called him a madman, 

** Well, whatif they did ? No doubt they had 


methinks I | 


’ 
hear 


good reason for dving so,’ one 
say. 
‘* Ah! then you do not know the cause, I 


suppose ?” 
* No,—not exactly: why was it ?” 


“The poor fellow was foolish enough to be. 


lieve a vessel could be propelled against wind 
und tide, and that too by steam elone !” 

* What nonsense !’ excluimed his friends.— 
And so thie oriination of a great invention which 
was to work a revclution in the means of loco. 


mouon, dreeved throveh hic in misery and 
When the last cord 


his loliy spirit to earth, was slowly 


cisappointment. bound 
giving way 
us he lay in an humble, wood surrounded cottage 
lost sight of 


brain was crazed,” gathered around his 


’ 


a few, who had never this be ng 


a) 


bless and beautify it, and to enlarge the bounds 
of knowledge. Well may they write, as did 
his diary,—‘* The day will come 
when some more powerful man will get fame and 
riches by my discovery, but nobody will now be- 
lieve that poor John Fiich can do any thing 
worthy of attention.” 
Albany, Sept. 1851. 


= <a 
WMISGaeLeanY. 
COUNT PULASKI. 
AN INCIDENT AT HIS QUARTERS. 


Fitch in 





ss 


N the night of ihe battle of Brandywine, I was 

sent with a message from Gen. Green to Count 
Pulaski, a noble Polunder, who took a prominent 
part in our freedom. ile was quartered in a neat 
farm house near the upper folds. After our busi- 
asked me to take 
some refreshments, and at the same time he called 


ness was finished the Count 
out, ‘* Mary, my lass, Mary !” 

In an instant a rosy-cheeked girl entered, her 
face beaming with joy, it would seem, at the very 
sound of Pulaski’s voice. 

* Did you call me, Count?” she said, very 
timidly. 

* How often have I told you, little love,” he 
said, bending his tall form to kiss her cheek, ** not 
to call me Count : call dear Pulaski.— 
This is a republic, my little favorite. 


me your 
We have no 
Counts, you know.” 

** But you are Count, sir, when at home, and 
they say you come a long way ever the ocean to 
fight for us.” 

“* Yes, yes, Mary, very true, I did come a long 
way, but ove reason whi, | had come in measure, 
Now, can you get for this gentleman and myself 
a little refreshment ? He has a long way to ride to- 
night.” 

** Certainly, sir,” and she went out of the room 
like a fairy. 

‘* A fine pleasant girl,” said Pulaski. ‘ Would 
that I had the that lonce had, 1 would 
give her a portion that would send half the youths 
hereubouts after her sweet face.” 

The ‘ 


ham, some del 


wealth 


| soon returned w 


ith part of a fine, boiled 


cious fresh rye bread and butter, 


pickles, ¢ a few little ect ceteras that I relished 


exceedingly. 


On the morning of the 11th of September, 1777, 
the British urmy advanced in full force to Chadd’s 


, R 


ford, for the purpose of ere Brandy wine creek, 


and bringing en an 


William Howe drov 


creek | 


uction with W ashington. Sir 
Maxwell’ 
ten o'clock, at one of the lower fords 


ry 
The Hessian general Knyphausen with a large 


o last wish? ne? 


s division across the ; 
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‘ronage, whenever I come to Boston. 


erce advancing up the side of the creek and unit- 
ing with Lord Cornwallis, who commanded the left 
wing of the army, crossed at the upper forks of the 
river and creek. 

It so happened that during the raging of the con- 
flict,in carrying or passed immediately in the 
direction of oie cr thut I had visited 
the night before. 
the midst of the battle, curiosity indueed me to 


ride up. Suddenly a sheet of flame burst forth.— 
Near the door step lay 


The house was on fire. 
the body of Mary, her head cut open by a sabre, 
and her brains oozing out from the terrible wound ! 
I had not been there more than a half a minute 


when Pulaski at the head of a troop of cevalry, | 


gulloped rapidly to the house. Never shail I for- 
get the expression of his face, as he shouted like 
a demon, on seeing the inanimate formm—* Who 
has done this ?”’ 


A litile boy, that I had not before noticed, who 


was lying amid the grass, his leg dreadtully man- 
giled, said, * there they go.” He pointed toa com- 
pany of Hessians, or Anspach grenadiers, then 
some distance off. 

** Right wheel, men—charge !” 

And they did charge ; I do not think 
of that Hessian corps ever left the field, 
be placed in the grave. . 

The last IL saw of Pulaski on the battle ground 
of Brandywine, he was bearing in his arms the 
lifeless forw of poor Mary. 

—>35) @ Gtt+0 — 
INCIDENT OF YANKEE CIARACTER. 
NE day last week a specinen of country ver. 
Oivrc and Yankee cutetwss, entered an eating 


one man 
except to 


saloon on Commercial street, and, walked up to 
the proprietor. 
* See here, Mister,” he said, ** heow much do 
yeou charge a feller for a dinner ?” 
** There is ine bill of fare; you can choose for 
yoursell.” 


* I don't know any thing abaout your bills of | 


fare. I want adinner, though Laint very much 
hungry ; what will you charge a [eller for as inuch 
as he can eat?” 


“ If that is what you desire,” 


said the proprietor, 
* T will take the risk for twenty-five cents but you 
may lose by the operation, my friend.” 

* Til take care of that, | reckon, neow give 
us a dish of steak, and another of fish, and a bowl] 


of coffee.” 


‘These were brought him by the waiter, but they 


quickly disappeared. 

Look a here, Mister, guess [I'll double that dose.” 

The astonished waiter looked at the proprietor, 
who nodded his assent, and the same plates were 
duly replenished, while another cup o! coffve was 
added. These also soon departed in the same 
manner as the others. 

“ Neow, Vil take some plum pudding and 
custard pie, | reckon vg 

After these were finished, and he arose from the 
table, ** Wal,” he said,** you do git up a purty 
fair dinwer, and I guess Vil give you that quarter, 
after you let we havea tumbler of cider.” 

*“ Of course,” said the proprictor, who was 
something ola wag, ** you e¢ rlainly do require that. 

*“ Neow, Mister,” said he, smacking his lips.— 
“ T hike your place, and you shall have my pat- 
Elere’s the 
crilter,” tossing down a quarter. 


a ee eee 


Situated as the house was, in| 


amp aA ~- “ 


; © You are welcome to your dinner, if you will 
promise never to come here again,” said the pro- 
| prictor. 

‘» No, Mister; I want to do the thing that’s 
fai 


nd right. A bargain. Keep your quarter, 
hen I come to town again I will give youa 






c 
** Don’t trouble yoursel!,” said the proprietor, 
laughing ; “ we ean very well dispense with your 


patronage.” 

** No trouble at all, Mister, not in the least,” 
said he, grinning as he left the saloon, ainid the 
hearty laugliter of the bystanders. 

, — o95) @Get0 -— 
A TRUE STORY. 


IIE: following remarkable story has all the in. 


terest of a romance; yet it is true, and the 
parties are still living :— 

It was in the memorable year 1814, when the 
allied armies were concentrated about Paris. 

A young lieutenant of dragoons was engaged 
with three or four Hungarians, who after having 
received several smart strokes trom his subre, ma- 
naged to send a ball into his shoulder, to pierce his 


ee 
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other end of the bout. 


Judge of her father’s sur- 
prise, as he came up with two soldiers, when he 
gaw Licutenant S——, whom he expected te find 
dead, open his eyes and ask for his deliverer, 

The boatman looked at his child and saw it all. 


|The poor girl came to him with her head bent 


‘chest with a thrust frou: a lanee, and to leave him 


for dead on the bank of the river. 

On the opposite side of the stream, a boatman 
and his daughter had been watching this unequal 
But what could an 
old unarmed man do, or a pretty child of sixteen ? 


fight with texrs of desperation. 


; However, the old soldier—for such the boatwan 

} was—had no seoncr seen the officer fall frou his 
horse than he and his daughter rowed most vigo- 
rously for the otier side. 

Then, when they had deposited the wounded 
man in their boat, these woithy people crossed the 
river again, but with faint hopes of reaching the 
military hospital in tine. 

* You have beea very hirdly treated, my boy,” 
said the oid guardsinan to him; *‘* bat here am I, 

who have gone further stil, and come home.” 
The silence and the fixed attitude of Lieutenant 
Ss 





showed the extreme agony of his pains, and 
the hardy boatman svon discovered that the blood 
which was gathering about the wound on his left 
side would shortly terminate his existence. He 
turned to his youthful daughter : 

“ Mary,” he said, * you have heard me tell of 
my brother ; he died of just such another wound as 
this here. Well, now, had there only been some- 
_ body by to suck the hurt, his life would have been 
saved.” 

The boatman then landed, and went to look for 
two or three soldiers to help him to carry the offi- 
Tne 


girl looked at the sufferer for a second or two, 


cer, leaving his daughter in charge of him. 


What was her emotion when she heard him sigh so 


deeply, not that he was resigning life in the first 


flower of his age, but that he should die without a 


mother’s kiss. 


” 


“ T die without—— 

Iler woman's heart told her what he would have 
said. Tler bosom heaved with sympathy, and her 
eyes ran over. 

Then she remembered what her father had said : 
she thought how her uncle's life might have been 
saved. In aa instant, quicker than thought, she 
tore open the oflicer’s coat, and the generous gitl 


recalled him to lite with her fips. 


o- 


Amid this holy occupation the sound of footsteps 


+A ne mS Aone a 


“ My mother! my dear, dear mother !" said he, | 


PLD mo — wove 


down. She was about to excuse herself when the 
father, embracing her with enthusiasm, raised her 
spirits, and the officer thanked her in these pro. 
phetic words : 
* You have saved my life; it belongs to you.” 
After this she tended him, and became his nurse, 
Nothing would he take but from her hand. No 
wonder that with such a nurse he at length res 
covered. Mary was as pretty as she was good. 
Meanwhile, Master Cupid, who is very basy in 
such cases, gave him another wound ; and there 
was only oe way to cure it—so very deep it was. 
The  boatinan’s Madame 


daughter became 


8 





Hor husband is now, not a simple lieutenant, 
but a lieutenant-general, and the boutan’s duugh- 
ter is as elegant aud graceful a lady as any that 
you see ut court. 





>) & Claro — 
From Richardson's Literary Leaves, 
HOW TO INCREASE BEAUTY. 
HERE is a divine contagion in all beauteous 
{ ioraen We alternately color objects with our 
fancies and affeetions, or reecive from them a kin- 
dred hue, 
** Like the sweet sout', 
That breathes upon a bank of wolets, 


Stealing and giving odor.” 


This principle pervades all nature, physical and 
moral. Let those who would trace an expression 
of serenity and tenderness on a hain face, wateh 
a person of sensibility as he gazes upon a painting 
by Claude or Raphael. In contemplating a fine 
pretare, we drink in its sprit through our eyes. If 
a lovely woman would increase her charms, let 
her gaze long and ardently on all beauteous things, 
Let her not indulge those passions which deform 
tue features, but cultivate, on the contrary, every 
soft affection. It will seon become an easy task, 
for one good fecling suggests and supports another, 
We involuntarily adapt our aspect to our emotions, 
and long habits of thought and feeling leave a per- 
the Every 
one believes thas far in physiognomy, and acts 


Inanent tnopression on countenanee, 


nore or less decidedly upon his belief. Bat even 
the effect upon the features of a transient emotion 
is truly wonderful. A fierce man olten looks 
beautifully tender and screne when either caressing 
or being caressed, and deceives us like the ocean 
ina calm, which at times is the “ gentlest of all 
things,” 
—o-#" "5 @ GSeto— 
New-York - 
THE SISTER'S INFLUENCE, 
\\ I, recently heard an interesting young man 
exclaim with great earnestness of 
* Would to Heaven | had 
affectionate, intelligent sister to grow up with me. 
should 


many a folly and m iny a vice by a loving sister's 


From the Organ, 


inanber, 
been blessed with an 
sure | have 


{ am been preserved from 


influence.” So almost any reflecting young man 
would think. It would seem as if it were next to 
impossible not to be favorably impressed by female 


views and manners and aflections, exerted by so 
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ic near a relative as an own sister. 


RURAL 


OE ee ee 


upon circumstances however, It is requisite that 
the sister be prudent, intelligent, affectionate, and 
that the brother shall be governed by something 
like a chivalrous devotion to her, paying ber that 
respect, end showing all those attentions which fe- 
male worth and loveliness should ever receive from 
manly bosonis, 

With these conditions observed, brother and sis- 
ter reciprocally exert an ennobling conservative 
influence, and both are 


supe.ior to what cither would aeqnire if living 


epartand unrelated. But it wo often happens that 


young tmen are 


Much heehee his behalf to his revile wun erdvely 
' naked head to the store, 
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giv ving his} 


self to be virtuous in his purpose ;—that man shrull 


likely to form characters } 


come forth from the fiery ordeal lke tried gold ; 


beeause he knows him- ! 


philosophy shall embalm his name in her richest | 
her | 


unciion, history-shill give him a_ place 
brightest page, and old, yea, hoary far © 
shal! remember hin as of yesterday ! 

2 ¢ Gore 
BAD ‘TEMPER 


T is martyrdom to be obliged to live with one of a 





complaining temper. ‘To hear the eterna! round 









, 


/ of complaint and mourning, to haye every pleasant | 


° Se f 
willing to regard their sisters as | 


mere waiting apaids to minister to their conveni- 


ence and comfort. It is no part of then plan or 


practice tuo yu Ida generous return ¢ f attention. re- 
The butt for all 


s smart flings at woman's 


spect and kindness. sister is the 
the brother’ 
and fuibles, not the cherished ideal of female worth 


brother looks abroad for 
! 


and grace, too often the 


those qualities, when by his side is on 


yer eyes wall justly regards a wodc! of loveliness, 
excellence and grave. Our rule is this; that any 
— man «ho tenderly loves his sister and yields 
her the respect aud attention which are her cue, 
und 


cannot fail to derive from ber an cnnvbhag 


purifying influence. 


I 


two words! 


=D e Cae 
THE GOOD WIFE, 

OW mueh of this world's happiness and pros- 

perity is contained im the compass of these 

er ‘The 


wife, irresist.ble. 


ufluence is lmmense. 


power of a fur good or evil, is 


Llome 


forever unkown. 


niust be the se 


A good wife 1s to @ tat m, 


and courage, and strength, and hope, and cadu- 
is confasion, Weakness, ciscoim- 


No conditi 


firminess, 


rance ; a bad one 


fiture and despair. mis hopeless when 


the wile possesses Cecision, energy, 


economy. ‘Phere is no outward prosperity which 


cun eounteract idolenee, folly, and cxtravagance 


at home. 


influence. spre is strong, but his heart is not 
wdaumant. Uh ghts in enterprise and action, 
but to sustai eve he needs a tranquil and a whok 
heart Lh expends Lis whole moral force in’ the 


conflicts of the world. His feelings are daily leec- 
crated to the utmost point o! cucuranece by perpet- 
val collison, iinjtation, and disappointment. ‘To 


recover bis Cquanmnity and Con posure, 


bea plce of repose, ol poece, ol cheerfulness, of 
coufsort, end bis soul renews its strength, and 


ugaw goes forth with fresh vigor to cneounter the 


Lalor and troubles of the world. 
ct 


eullkinness, or gloom, or is assailed by 


bud 


ciscontent, 


finds no rest, and there is with 


teniper, 
complaint and reprouches, the heart breaks, the 


splits are crushed, Lope und the men 


Binks im total de 


vanthes, 
ppar. 

— cmc ¢ Ome-— 

THE RIGHT KIND OF A MAN, 

MME man who can stand in the breech of 


versul public censure, with ell the 


unl- 
shions of 


Cpimnon disgrecing Lin in the thoughts of the 
loohers on— with the tide of obleg uy vpainst his 
Licast; wnd the fingers of the nughty, combined 


nanny, pomting bin to scorn—ney, with the fury 


of the Cromben tebble threater 


Couth—end 


ing him With wmstart 


worse than all, having no present 


Jnend te whisper a word of delence or palliation in 


weaknesses 


thought seared away by this evil spirit, is in time 
but itis like a 


perpetual nettle, always rubbing agianst you, and 


asore trial It seems nothing, 
irritating and annoying you more then the severest 
injuries. Worst of allis a bad temper inthe home 
Its influence is irresistably diffused through all ite 


micmibers. 


; by the presence of such a person. 


ce whom stran- | 


You muy say that one ought not to feel the bad 


temper of another, but it would be equally reason- 


) uble to buy 


a plaster of Spanish flics upon the skin 


and vot expect it todrew. One string out of tune 


will destroy the music of an instrument other wiec 
in a faiaily 


the 


perfect. One uncomfortable temper 


will, ike a raw north-east wind, chil whole 


family circle, and scems to have power to penetrate 


, into eyery room cf the house. 


atofh Ippii ss, or it Must be | 


and | 


No spirit can lo g resist bad domestic 


home must ; 


But if at home he 


—- 22D «¢ Cie — 
DYING PEACEFULLY. 
ir Mrs. Joues,” suid Mre Brown, 


"Ks 


wish to say a few wor 
* Yes, marm,” 
* Well, Mis. 
had 


me near my bed-ride, Pin dymg and 
ds to you.” 
sighed Mrs Jones. 


Jones.” ejaculated Mrs. B. “ you 


have geod inany tffe in our cey, 


and I would now part with peace. Can you for- 
9 
give me! 
‘Yes, marm,” sobbed Mrs. Jones, “ indeed, 1 
can !” 
* Am I forgiven?” ejaculated Mrs. Brown. 


“ Yes, marm,” responded Mrs. Jones, with diffi- 
culty, in consequence of the intensity of her anguish, 
and then she attempted to weep her way out of 
the dying womun’s room. 

ar Mrs. 


Brown, * rl adie word to 


if | 


“Stop a moment, my Jones,” said 
the expiring Mrs. 
Iwirh to b 


everything 


suy. uve it understuod that cet 


well, goes back, and we 

seme old ground !” 

— ox ¢ Oe — 

A GOOD 'TRICK, 
suid a father, * take that jug and 


fon 


i yor 


me some beer.” = ** Give 
money, then, father’ * My son, to get | beer with 
money, any body can co that; but to get beer 


without money, that’s a trek ” 


jug,” says young hopeful, * when there ts beer, any 


body can do that; but to drink beer out of # jug 
utrick !” 
— oe ¢ Ga —- 
RATHER A NERONG ADJECTIVE. 
PEYGiLS Marblehead peaking of La Roy 
| Sunderland's 


r—that’s 


where there is no bee 


Mereury, § 


lecture en Pethetism, in that 
place, dcsenbcs some of the experuuents attempted 


‘Phe suaniest temper is by degecs soured | 


stand on the | 


{ narrowcr than Broadway.’ 
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by:the Iceturer, which failed, and says: “ Asa 
sumple of the imagination and taste of those who 
have such cestatie interviews with Ceparted spir- 
its, a fow sentences may not be improper—* There's 
two ways to put on a shirt, and two ways to make 
B.:chelors, get ye married, end widows, 
Jet me eomfort you. Boys love the girls, and girls 
low the boys. ‘The road. te heaven is as much 
norrower than a sheep path, @&a sheep path is 
This subject was a- 
wakened by Sunderland's rubbing hin down his 
a child would play with a four legged 


a shift. 


back, as 
puppy. Money is made by such exlnibitions, and 
the gullibility ef the public is shown in their con- 
tinued support of such barefaced humbugs.” 
— 8D ¢ Gato — 
THE TRUE STRUGGLE. 

On !ye gifted ones, follow your ealling; for 
however various your tslents may be, ye can have 
but one calling capable of !eading you to eminence 
and renown! follow resolutely the one straight 
peth before you—it is that of your good angel ; 
let neither obstacle nor temp'ations induce you to 
leave it ; bound along if you can ; if not, on hands 


and knees, follow it; perish init, if needful—but 


ye need not fear that 5 no one ever yet died in the 
true path of bis calling, bofore he had attained 
its pinacle. ‘Turn into enother path, and fora 


momentary advantage or vratification, ve have 


sold your inheritance, your immortality. Ye will 
never be heard of after death. 
OMT ee 
What can be more beneficia! to a philanthropist, 


boy, who wanted “a 
sick 


minutes 


than after giving a little 


penny to | uy eome bread for his mether,” a 


few coppers, to pass Ly a few after and 
witness hin worms a big cigar, and cussin® and 
to: 
stand treat.” 


—— oD @ Orc — 


ewearin’ other ragged hitude scump who wants 


2s 


him to 


Do you cust things here?” inquired a wag 


the other day, us he suuntered into a fe undry and 


uddressed the proprietor. ** We do. Don't) you 
see that is our business 2?” “ Ah! well, cast me a 
shadow, will you ?” 
——0+559 6 Cx— 
WARRBIACE Pe 
On Thursday Evening. 6h inst, the Pev. Mr. Nevins, 
at the residence of Mrs. William sate neon Mr Joho H. Me 
Donough of Rochester N. Y¥. to Miss Farah L. Allen, 
dungiter of the late Perer W. ‘Ten of New York 
Iu Coxsockie, on the 2d iost. by Rev. J. J. Scarrit, Mr. 
Jomes Ho Stanenrd, Merchant of Lawrence. Mass, to Miss 
Kun Euiva Baker, duughter of Ambrose Baker, E-q. of 
Coxsackie. 
Ip Catskill, on the Ist inst. by Rev. EB. T. Platt, Alexan- 
} der J. Groot. to Miss Pheby Barkley. all of thet p ace, 
In Kinderhook, 16th int. by the Res. C. Ro Snider, Me. 
George A. Gage of N.Y. Giiy. to Mes. Catharine Miteheuck 


me the . 


So the boy takes | 


{ the Jug, and cut he goes ; thortiy he returns, and | 
pluecs the jug before his father. “ Dink,” said 
the son. “ Llow can IT drink, when there is no 
heer in the jug 2”) © ‘To drink the beer out of a } 





of Hudson. 
—-0 ED 4 Ce 
DEATHUS, 


In this city on Saturday merning the (th inst. Mary dnugh- 


ter of Catharine ard Richard Cheney, aged 9 years, 5 months 
nud L2 duvs 

Ci the ti inst. in Clawernck, “dem D Pultz. aged 64 
yenr "The deceased was a man of exemplary chamnecter, of 
heart, aud wes endeared to w large ciscle of relatives and kind 
f ievds. 

Ou the 7th inst. in Gallotin, John A. Weaver, aged sbout 
42 yeurs 

On the tth dust. in Claverack, Phebe Ann, wife of Robert 
MeNeu cged 45 year. 

On the 10th test., in Claverack, Mes. Mary Cioss, aged 
CO vents 

Siddenty. at the residence of James Philips. in Mette nville, 
Miss bivabeth Staats, of Albany inthe 62d sear of her age. 

In Claverack, oo the &h inst. Michae! A Hol enbeck, 
aged DD venr and 5 nue nthe. 

“1 the pesidence of his son-in-law, Mr. James MeKinney. 
in Plesunt Valley. Futton Co. N.Y. on Fa day the 17th inet. 
‘oho Dhomas Netuerville, Peg. in the Coih year of his age. 
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“THOUGHTS 


Suggested on returning from tha Funeral of my Father. 


BY MRS. B. J. BUSHNELL. 
We have laid thee beside thy kindred, 
’Tis a hallowed spot of earth,— 
Thy joys, thy cares, thy trials ended, 
In the home that gave thee birth. 
Steep dear one by thy native stream— 
Sleep—we would not disturb thy dream. 


Our home, alas! how lone without thee— 
Each path that knew thy footstep’s tread, 
Is silent now—whispering sadly 
Thou art numbered with the dead-- 
And when aguin to this vale we come, 
Thou wilt not bid us welcome home. 


The first link from the chain is riven, 
That encircled our dear home— 

The star we miss now shines in heaven, 
[ts radiance just begun ; 

Fixed in a corenet of love, 

’T will ever shine in courts above. 


The zest is gone from our childhood home, 
Though lovely still its bowers— 

The bird of its own greenwood will isourn, 
As it sings of by-gone hours, 

When we, a happy household band, 

Were guided by our father’s hand. 


The zephyr-breeze, in murmuring by 
The banks of our native stream, 
More geutly will touch the lenves, nor sigh, 
Lest it “sturb the sleeper'’s dieam. 
The night-bird as she’s passing along, 
More soft wit! make her lullaby sung. 


We must leave thee now—aadly we turn 
From the sweet vale of our birth— 

We'll twine fresh fhuwers around the urn, 
lu memory of thy worth— 

We'll leave thee in thy hallowed cell, 

Nor linger here to weep—farewell! 


Hudson, September, 185 
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NAPOLEON BONAPARTE AT MOSCOW. 
WRITTEN FOR THE GOLDEN RULE AND GAZKTTE OF THE 


UNION. 

BY MRS. M L. GARDINER. 
Wuen famed Napoleon fiom afar 
Saw Moscow's turrents peering high, 
He trembled lest his crowning star 
Should sink beneath a northern sky, 
The mighty Conqueror, he who ne'er 
To mortal man bad ever quail'd, 
Felt in bis heart a thrill of fear, * 


And started—as his courage fail’d. 


Entering the city, all was still 

As if ihe dread destroyer stood 
Com:ission’d from on high to kill, 

And stake bis thirst with human blood. 
The splendid towers, the lofiy halls, 
The gorgeous palaces appear, 

But not the fuintest foorste ps falls, 


For sofiest voice salutes his eur. 


W hat consternation seizes now 
Napoleou's breast, what tho'ts assail 

W bat inward anguish koits the brow 

Of him who made the world turn pale 
Weary. fatigued, his soldiers rest, 

Sleep balmy sleep sitsun their eyes; 

W hile from their lender, vex'd. Oppress'd, 
The lethean goddess quick!y flies. 
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He watched'd the moonlight as it fell 
For the last time on Moscow's tow'rs ; 
Nor dream'd ber rays whisper'd farewell 
To castled halls and gilded bowers ; 
Where revelry and music oft 

Beneath her mild pellucid beams, 

Had roll'd in numbers sweet and soft 

$s her own light on murmuring streams. 


s she ascends in grandeur high, 

Tipping with silver every spire, 

Attracting e’en Lis weary eye, 

He hears the startling ery of Fire ! 

In vain the power of men to stay 

The maddening flames as forth they leap ; 
Fierce tempests hurry on their way, 

As over pride and wealth they sweep. 


Columns on columns mount to roll 
Like Etna's flames up the blue sky; 
While bursting as from pole to pole 
Balloons of fire incessant fly. 

The full orb’d moon, whose lucid ray 
[Ilumed the world an hour before, 
Gives place to tempests whose wild lay 
Was like the cataract’s thundering roar 


The flames ascend with awful power, 
Blazing and crackling ‘in the storm, 

While sparks in one continuous shower 
Toward the lofty Kremlin's borne, 

Over the din of fire, the ery— 

A long loud shout—"t the Emperor save!" 
Rings on the blast—* quick bid him fly! 
Our General—Conqneror—Leader,—brave 


Murat, Eugene and Berthier haste 
Into his presence, and implore 

Upon their knees, he would not waste 
In anxious thought one moment more. 
Yet still he stirs not, moves not, pale, 
His heart convuls’d with feelings dire ; 
Till louder than the furious gule 


Is heard—** the Kremlin is on fire !” 


Reluctantly he seeks the street, 

Girdled and arch'd by clouds of flame ; 
A firecer foe he could not meet— 
One more appalling could not name. 
*T'ween burning worlds he hurries on, 
O’er burning ruins see him hie ! 

The glittering spires he'd gazed upon 


In smoldering ashes round him lie. 


As thro’ the clouds of smoke he rush'd 
No gleaming saber cleaves his way ; 
The minstrelsy of war is hushd— 

No cannons roar, no bugles play. 
Ambitious man! thy giant heart, 
That neverquail'd at human gore, 

Now feels a keen envenom'd dart 


Pierce inward--to be drawn no more! 


Oh, [could weep, do weep for theo, 
Thy onward course as [ pursue ; 
Thro’ scorn, desertion, misery— 

On Elba’s isle—on Waterloo, 

Where once again thy own bright star 
Over the bread horizon came, 
Struggled amid the din of war, 


To mouut once more the heaven of fame, 


The battle cloud roll'd o'er its free, 
Swept itaway! its reign waso'er! 

In glory quenel"d—not in disgrace— 

It sunk in Liowd—to rise no more! 

Co qu *d, betray’d, sbandon'd. lost, 
What could he do, where could he fly ? 
No blessed hope his vision cross’d, 


No gleam of mercy met his eye. 


With stong convulsive passions riven, 
IT see him gauze wih vienge wild; 

Oh, had he cast himself on Heaven, 
She had received her outcast child. 
To moan he tura d, coid, heartless mar, 
His brother, but he bad noe soul— 

The snow -flakes as to ice they ran 


Upon the south and northern pole, 
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No colder were than was the breast 

Ov which he feign his head would lay. 

His spirit panted there to reat, 

But England drove th’ oppress'd away. 
Humanity! well may you blush ! 

On St. Helena’s rock bound shore, 

They banish'd him, where nought can husk 
The dashing billows’ ceaseless roar. 


Weeks, months and yenrs have roll'd away, 
France, now upon her teeming breast, 
Pillows her child—there let him lay, 
Till morethan man shall break his rest. 
— 6H —— 
ARRAY THEE, LOVE. 
Array thee Love, array thee Love, 
In all thy best, array thee ; 
The sun, he’s low, the noon's above, 
And night and bliss obey thee ¢ 
Put on thee all that's bright and rere, 
The zone, the wreath, the gem, 
Not so much gracing charms so fair, 
As borrowing charms from them. 
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Price $1—Clubs from 45 to 75 Cents. 
THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be devoted to Polite 


Literature, c6utaining Moral and Sentimental Tales, Onginal 
Communications, Biographies, Traveling Sketches Amusing 
Miscellany, Humorous aod Historical Anecdotes, Valuable 
Recipes, Poetry, &c. Vhe tirst Number of the Twenty- 
seventh Volume ofthe Runat Revosrrory will be issued on 
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The “ Repository” circulates among the most intelligent 
families of our country and is hailed as a welcome visitor, by 
all that have favored us with their patronage. It has stood 
the test of more than a quarterofa century ; amid the many 
changes that have taken place and the ups and downs of life, 
whilst hundreds of a similar character have persed, ur 
humble Rural bas continued on, from year to year, until iis 
the Oldest Literary Paper in the United States. 


CONDITIONS. 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 
other Saturday in the Quarto form, containing twenty ss 
numbers of eight paves each, with a title page and index to 
the volume, making in the whole 204 pages. It will also be 
embellished with numerous Engravings, and consequently it 
will be one of the neutest, cheapost, and best literary papers 


in the country. 
" TERMS. 


ONE DOLLAR per annum, ivrariahly in adranee. W 
have ea few copies of the Tlih f2th. {ih W7th, 18th, 18th 
Qh, Vhet, Wad, Vath, Vth, and Voth volumes, and any ene 
ending forthe 27th volume, eau have ns many copies of either 
ofthese volumes asthey wish at the same rare as that sol- 
ome. All volumes not mentioned above will not be sold ea- 
up whena whole set is wanted. 


Clubs! Clubs! Clubs! Clubs! ! 


2 Copies for $1.59, being 75 Cents Each. 


do. S240, do. GD du. 
5 do. £3.00, do. 60 do. 
8 do. $4.00, do. do. 


§ 
1 de. 5 , do. 464 du. 
bad do. Sit , do. 45 do. 
33 do S15.00, da. 4 do. 
441 do. B00, de. 45 do. 
55 do. $25.00, do. 45 do. 
Names of subser! 
be sent as soon as pr ile to the pu 
iT No subecription received for less than one year. All 
the baek numbers (urniched to new sub seribers during the peas 
until the edition is out, uuless otherwise ordered. 
WILLIAM B. STODDARD, 
Hudsen. Columbia Co. N.Y 


IT NOTICE TO AGENTS, &c.. 


ir The pr ot Post Office Law, will probobly prevent 
our sendin i 


with the amount of ta hiscription to 
blisher. 


} 

tk l'r ctor as heretefore, in consequence 
of the ext x bet thes ter contuined ip one, nod all 
the necessary toftormetiot 


truined from the ohbowe. 


» ood Oh ,ete enn be aseer 
We respectfully sehen oll our sub- 
ecribers to erdeuvour to get uja € lub io their vicinity forthe 
nex! Val me, 

ir EDITORS, whe wish to exchange, ore respectfully re 
quested to give the above # few lnusertions, of at lenst a notice 
ead receive Subscriptions. 
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